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bright red roofs of some of the houses, which made
sharp patches of colour in the general greyness like
tiny red flowers in a grey land. Then onwards toward
Jericho. Here Louis disappeared off to the right and
was enveloped in the rolling clouds. I saw the road
from Jerusalem to Jericho, and the hills looked par-
ticularly hopeless from the landing point of view. There
seemed literally not one flat spot. Ouf! I breathed
a sigh of relief when we came into the Jordan Valley.
Uncle was flying steadily on my right. I saw the
Jericho landing ground, and there seemed a fair piece
of possible landing ground where Jordan flowed into
the Dead Sea, looking like flat grey-blue sand. Over
the Dead Sea itself the storm still brooded like a curse.
Ahead of us the hills mounted up, terrace upon terrace
to the flat tableland, which slopes gently down to Ziza.
We flew on, and scanned the tableland for the railway.
Ziza is terribly difficult to pick up from the air, especially
when the ground is broken up with cloud shadows,
which are much more significant than the local features
themselves. This piece of ground is like a chameleon,
changing its colour and tone. It is quite different every
time you see it. Now it was taking on a faint grey
green, with a hint of spring. But it is a mirror of
shadows and lights, and it is moulded by them into
a country of deception. At last we saw the square
grey-blue reservoir at Ziza, and I landed just after
Uncle, who had pushed ahead of me. Louis came in
about ten minutes later, having been led there fay
catching sight of us landing, out of the tail of Ms e^e.
We taxied our Vernons right down the road to tfce
station and emptied the water out of the radiators*
Soon the smoke of a train appeared in the hills, and it